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or twice ; and when it was over, and the ladies had
left us, he quitted his own friends, and coming over
to me proposed a walk in the garden. I cannot say
that this brilliant clergyman, of doubtful age and
intimidating reputation, was quite the companion I
should have ventured to choose. But we descended
on to the greensward ; and as, through that long
golden afternoon, we walked up and down the
oblong garden, I gave myself more and more
unreservedly to the charm of my magnetic com-
panion, to his serious wit and whimsical wisdom, to
the directness of his sympathy, and to the firmness
of his grasp of the cord of life. I was conscious
of an irresistible intuition that this was one of the
best as well as one of the most remarkable men
whom I was ever likely to meet; and our friendship
began in that hour.

II

From the first it seemed inevitable to count
Creighton among men of letters, and yet the
outward evidence of his literary life was very scanty
to the close of his Oxford period. In all his spare
time he was preparing for his future work, and
perhaps he was already publishing anonymously
some of his papers ; but the fact remains that his
name did not appear on a title-page until he was
leaving Oxford, in 1875. I fancy that the difficulty
he found in concentrating his attention on literature
was one of several reasons which so suddenlv took